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By Eddie Doherty 
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The faces of women made a) 
beautiful mosaic. I looked pec itd 
upon them from the lecture plat-| 
form, and a strange thing hap-| 
pened to me. I had come to talk! 
about the Madonna House Lay) 
Apostolate and its particular kind | 
of Catholic Action. Yet, for a 
moment, I was tempted to talk 
to those women about themselves. 

For it had suddenly occurred to 
me that women were the channel 
of grace through which the Bar- 
que of Peter had moved through 
the centuries; the living stream 
in which flotillas of the clergy and 
the hirerarchy found their way to 
the seven seas of the world; the 
tide that moved the craft of the| 
contemplative and teaching nuns, 
the missionaries, and all the fer- 
vent members of the Laity. 

Can’t Fool Saints 

Without the holiness of women, | 
I thought, the Church would have | 
rotted a thousand years and more | 
ago. St. Dominic knew that when) 
he had a heresy to fight. He chose | 
women to bear the truth through- | 
out all the kingdoms of his time. | 
St. Francis knew it. St. Bernard | 
and St. Benedict knew it. The| 
great St. Augustine knew it. Was| 
it not the prayers and the tears| 
of his mother that washed him 
into the Harbor? St. John Eudes| 
knew it. And St. Vincent de Paul. 
And St. John Bosco. And every | 
other founder of the orders of 
Religious Women. St. Pius X knew 
it also. You remember that when 
he was made a bishop he showed 
his ring to his mother. She smiled 
at him and showed him her ring. 
Had it not been for that plain 
gold band Pope Pius X would 
never have been given his ring. 

God’s Master Work! 

“Channel of Grace,” I almost 
addressed the women, “you have 
been flowing a long long time. 
You were but a trickle in the 
days of the old testament, fed by 
the springs of Judith of Bethulia, 
and Esther, and Ruth, and Naomi, 
and Sarah, and the tragic Moabit- 
ess, and the widow named Anna 
who walked into the Temple when 
Simeon, the high priest, sang his 
‘Nunc dimittis.’ 

“You swelled into a torrent 
then, with St. Elizabeth and St. 
Anne, and the woman who was 
saved from the righteous men 
bent on stoning her, and _ the 
woman who washed Christ’s feet 
with her tears and dried them 
with her fine gold hair, and the 
beautiful honest woman at the 
well — the first woman to pro- 
claim Christ as the Messiah. And 
you reached flood stage with the 
merits of all 
martyrs of the early Church. 

Queen of Queens 

“But witheut Mary, the holy 
mother of God, the never-failing 
source of grace, you would not, 
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Sometimes it is warm enough, in the Yukon, to stay outside without heavy 
coats, gloves, or fur-lined parkas. And sometimes you can stay out in the open—long 
enough for a photographer to take your picture—without getting covered with dust. 
This picture proves the truth of this. It was taken during the visitation of Father 
John T. Callahan and Mrs. Eddie Doherty to Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon. Read- 


ing from left to right you find Louis Stoeckle, 


Mamie 


Legris, 


the director, Mrs. 


Doherty, Terry Richaud, and Michael Wright. Mary Ruth is there too; but she was 
teaching school at the time the picture was taken. And Joseph Hogan is there also— 


a recent addition. Terry has been transferred 


to Marian 


Centre, Edmonton. And 


Edith Scott has left Edmonton for Whitehorse. Time moves quickly in the apostolate 
—apparently more quickly than the quickest lens. Father Callahan took the picture. 





today, make even a moist spot in 
the barren desert of the world.” 

Of course I didn’t say anything 
of the sort. I kept it to myself 
until the time came for me to put 
it into print. Man goes, inevitably, 
to a woman when he is in pain, 
or woe, or worry, or trouble of any 
kind. He goes to her for advice, 
for consolation, for sympathy, for 
help of many kinds. He goes to 
her seeking God. 

And men and women and child- 
ren, in pain or peril or perplexi- 
ties, go, inevitably to Mary. Then 
they too are swept into the mov- 
ing channel of grace, and brought 
to the shores of Heaven. 

St. Louis de Montfort, the 


{apostle of True Devotion to Mary, 


makes this plain in his arguments 
for “Slavery to Mary.” 

“Jesus gave more glory to His 
Father,” he says, “by submitting 
to His Mother for 30 years than 
He would have given Him by work- 
ing the greatest miracles and con- 
verting the whole world! What 
great glory we give God when, to 
please Him and to imitate Jesus, 
our supreme Model, we too submit 
to Mary!” 

God’s Master Work! 

St. Louis could never say 
enough about Mary — “God’s 
masterpiece — whose full splend- 
or He has reserved for Himself.” 

“She is,” he says, in the begin- 
ning of his book, “‘the sealed foun- 
tain ... the sanctuary, the resting 
place of the Trinity. God dwells 
in her more wonderfully, more 
divinely, than anywhere else in 
the universe — including the 
regions occupied by the angelic 
hosts. And no creature, however 
pure, is admitted to that sanctu- 
ary except through a great priv- 
ilege. With all the saints I say 
that our Mother Mary is_ the 
paradise on earth where the new 
Adam took flesh, through the 
operation of the Holy Ghost, that 
He might work there wonders 
beyond all understanding. She is 
the great, the divine world of 
God where lie beauties and treas- 
ures one cannot imagine. She is 
the magnificence of God!” 

I wanted to tell those women 
about St. Louis de Montfort, and 
about Slavery to Mary. But I 
didn’t. I kept talking about the 
Lay A 
them that everybody in our own 
particular portions of the Vine- 
yard had dedicated himself to 
Mary as her slave — and that, 
therefore, Mary had become their 
slave. For it is true that the chains 
that bind her slaves to her bind 
her to her slaves. 

Lady of Guadalupe _ 

I wanted to tell them about the 
devotion to Mary I saw in Mexico. 
I visited her shrine, in the Basilica 


stolate. I could have told| gi! 





of Our Lady of Guadalupe, during 
the month of December. There is 
nothing on earth to equal the 
devotion of the Mexican people to| 
Our Lady of Guadalupe. Every 
day, from all over the nation, | 
thousands of people come to her} 
shrine, bearing flags and heaps| 
of flowers. They come walking,| 
and many have walked hundreds 
of miles, over burning sands, over 
snow-topped mountains, bare-| 
footed and laden with food and) 
blankets. They camp out at night, | 
sleeping on rocks, if need be. The 
women cook the food’ over char-| 
coal embers, in braziers that have 
but little weight. They are much| 
easier to carry than their babies} 


are. And it seems that every Mexi-| 
can woman carries at least one 
baby, pinned to her back with a) 
shawl, or fashioned like so many} 
coccoons under the protection of 
the arm. 

I wanted to talk of the devotion | 
I had seen in various shrines in| 
the United States and Canada. I} 
wanted to speak about the shrine) 
of Our Lady in Crooked Finger, | 
Oregon. I had felt very close to 


the Virgin Mother there. But: I| 





| 


wanted especially to talk about| 
“True Devotion,” about “Slavery.” | 
Want A Lift? = 

Mait Talbot, the Irish laborer 
who may someday be proclaimed 
one of our greatest saints, once 
told a friend that ‘“‘True Devotion” 
had “lifted him right up to heav- 
en.” Matt did everything in his 
power to spread devotion to Our 
Lady through slavery a la St. 
Louis De Montfort. It was about 
the time the Legion of Mary began 
that Matt read the book written 
by St. Louis. The Legion, incident- 
ally, has also done much to 
acquaint the people of the world 
with the saint’s idea of holy 
slavery. 

The idea is a simple one. A man 
or woman wishing to love God 
better, approaches Him through 
His Mother. He came to us 
through her. Through her we can 
go very close to Him. We dedicate 
ourselves to Him, through her, in 
her, by her, and with her. We 
give Him, through her, everything 
we have, keeping nothing back 
for ourselves. And we ask her to 
do what she will with his poor 
ift. 

“I, so ond so,” we say, naming 
ourselves, “a faithless sinner, re- 
new and ratify today in thy hands, 
O Immaculate Mother, the vows 
of my Baptism: I renounce for- 
ever Satan, his poms and works; 
and I give myself entirely to Jesus 
Christ, the Incarnate Wisdom, to 
carry my cross after Him all the 
days of my life, and to be more 
faithful to Him than I have ever 
been before. 

(Continued on Page Four) 








On Finding God 


By Jose de Vinck 











Nothing is more difficult than 
to find God, since by His very) 
nature, God is beyond the range) 
of our human means of contact.) 
Yet we wish to find Him with the) 
certitude of our senses, of our} 
heart, of our intelligence; with| 
as much certainty as that given| 
by a human presence, close, and | 
warm, and vibrant. And so very 
often we find nothing! 

What is God? Whatever we be- 


lieve we know of Him is not He,| 
for He is beyond all knowledge; 


whatever we imagine of Him is 
not He, for He is beyond all im- 


agination; whatever we feel we} 
have grasped of Him is not He, 


for He is beyond all seizing. He 
is so transcendentally different 
from everything we are that with- 
out the miracle of revelation man 


|would never have had any true 
‘contact with Him. 


But we know, because He has 
said it so often, that He is LOVE. 
At the point where intelligence 
and imagination are bound to 
stop, love bounces forward like a 
child that knows no fear; love 
saynters over abysses and @ 
proaches God, as the little Esther 
‘stroking the beard of king Assue- 
rus. Love solves all problems, 
straightens out all difficulties and 
steps forth, lightly dancing on 
naked feet. 

And the God of Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob, the God so terrible 
that He smites the poor man who 
had dared to support with his 
hand the tilting Ark, the God of 
Mount Thabor and of the Red Sea, 
the God of Sodom and Gomorrha, 
stoops down and becomes a child, 
and offers Himself, every day, 
under the appearance of bread 
and wine, to those who love Him 
in spirit and in truth. 

All we have to do is to run like 
chilren, without fear or appre- 
hension, without a single idea in 
our head outside of love, seeing 
in the world the crowd of those 
who, together with us, follow the 
road of love. We have to dis- 
tinguish, among the faces of men, 
those that are shining with light, 
feeling their support and prox- 
imity within the immensity of 
the Communion of Saints. We 
have to behold with tenderness 
and pity all the other faces ob- 
scured by sin, and yet also made 
for light and love. 

Let us live our own lives, in all 
its smallest details, with a sense 
of dedication, of usefulness, of 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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A QUIET YUKON DAY 


AND A QUIET NIGHT 


| By Mary Ruth 





Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon — Johnny is basically a good 
Joy, but he is confused, as are many teen-agers today. Some trouble 
sent him into juvenile court. His mother did not appear with him. 


|She could not be found. Today was his birthday. He spent it with 
; cme friends, swimming. There was no family to make him a cake 


| either. 
“If he doesn’t appear, or if he gets into trouble,” the social 
| wcrker told me, “phone the Mounties.” At supper Johnny appeared, 
polite and friendly. We wished him a Happy Birthday and said that 
we should surely have baked a cake had we known he would be back 
He smiled. 

“It’s OK,” he said in a tone of! light. We must get Peter and 
voice that implied, “My birthdays) Tommy and Jackie in from play 
have never meant anything any- and see that at least the first 


way!” 
They Settled Down? 

We have with us, Tommy, Pecer 
jand Jackie — three little boys 
coming home from_ boarding 
school. They were left with us 
because their mother could not be 
found. Their house was empty. 
They know Maryhouse and us, so 
-hey settled down to play with 
|that wonderful abandon children) 
have. They seem continually to) 
| be running a race to see who can 
|absorb the most dirt the fastest! | 
| They eat well, sleep well, they en-| 
| tertain themselves. 
| Except for having to take point- 
|ed sticks away from them once in 
|a while, getting them down off 
|St. Catherine’s roof, or breaking 
up small squabbles, they are little 
| trouble. Their mother was found 
| today — in jail. Three happy little 
| lads play horseshoes outside, 
| oblivious of this fact! 

Bill who came yesterday for a 
bed and had to be turned away) 
because of no space (even the) 
| floor was taken) came back today | 
to make a phone call. 

“I’ve got to try to get money 
some place,” he said. “I have eight 
cents left and no sign of a job yet. 
May I call a doctor? I am in great 
— I think my ulcer is acting | 
up again. Thank you for inviting 








layer of dirt is scrubbed off and 
their prayers said. We must see 
that as many as we can accom- 
modate on the floor get beds. 
Night—Night 

Daisy must have a cup of cocoa 
and a little cheer-up visit before 
she retires for the night, perhaps 
to lie awake in pain. The little 
Smith girl must be made com- 
fortable, as comfortable as possi- 
ble. Jackie must have a word or 
two to make him feel that here 
he is loved—not rejected. He will 
be with us only a week but it will 
be one bright week out of a sordid 
childhood anyway! 

Mike will visit the men in the 
hostel and have a smoke with 
them, and talk — man fashion— 
before saying good-night! Break- 
fast must be started a bit and the 
sacristy gotten ready for tomor- 
row’s Mass — when we shall go 
to receive Him Who has stooped 
to our littleness, stooped to give 
us the tremendous Vocation of 
bringing His Light and Love to 
those who sit in darkness. 


Journey Inward 





me to supper but I think I will be|}! Catherine de Hueck Doherty 


put in the hospital. I’m pretty 
sick!” : 








The mittens were hand-knit. 
|Their color was sky blue, with 
little red flowered trim. So was 
|my bonnet. The coat was of heavy 
|material, of the same blue, un- 
| trimmed. I remember this outfit, 


A Pretty Patient 
Throughout the day I made 
frequent trips to the women’s 
hostel where Daisy Joe ! es in bed, 


| Still laid up with a knee that was 
ithe target of a builet two years 
|ago. She is pretty, patient, and 
| pleasant. 

“It’s great to be going home,” 
she said. “This time they kept me| 
at the hospital three months. It) 
will sure be nice to see my kids!”’| 

She has two children. Both have 
suffered serious accidents this 
year. The little girl got shot in 
the foot. The boy broke a leg while 
skiing. He spent some time with) 
us at Maryhouse. 

A nice-looking young man with) 
a big brown beard sat down to) 
supper with the rest. His face 
looked tired and sad. He looked 
at me pleasantly and asked: 

“Do you think I will find work? 
Where I come from there is none.” 
I didn’t ask where that was. We 
do not ask personal questions. 
Neither could I promise him work 
here. He ate silently, occupied 
with his own thoughts. St. Joseph, 
the laborer, might have looked 
like him. He finished supper, 
thanked me, and went out and| 
sat with his head between his!) 
hands, 

Fishes and Dishes | 

Supper over, we started the) 
dishes. Mamie soon appeared with | 
Mrs. Smith from Teslin, and her 
little daughter, who is ill and in 
great pain. They had arrived on 
the White Pass Railway and were 
tired and hungry. We fed them 
and put the daughter to bed. To- 
morrow the doctor will see her. | 

Mrs. Smith’s life has little in| 
it but troubles and worry, but as 
we dried dishes together she spoke 
of the fishing; how to-smoke or) 
salt down the whitefish. She also, 
spoke of people in Teslin whom) 
we both know, and she brought 
greetings to Maryhouse from 
many who have been here. She 
speaks slowly, in a voice which 
sounds velvet-coated! She is al- 
ways a joy to have here. 

The night is falling over White- | 
horse . . . that is, as much of a} 
night as we know at this time of | 
year. It is really a glorified twi- 











not only because it was my fav- 
orite when I was around five years 
old... but because I made a great 
discovery while wearing it. 

It was a matter of obedience. 
I felt that my childish world had 
collapsed »ecause my mother for- 
bade me to piay with a little girl 
I liked vevy much. Gravely -— I 
was at times a very grave child — 
I informed her that I felt J had 
better go and lve with grand- 
mother. I would leave home, 
where life was very difficult for 
me, since, from now on, I would 
be very lonely. 

Just as gravely my mother 
agreed that it might be wise for 
little girls who did not obey their 
mothers to leave home and see 
if they would fare better else- 
where. So, slowly, I dressed in my 
favorite outfit. And slowly, stand- 
ing on tiptoes, I opened the heavy 
front door, and walked out into 
the street. 

A Girl Named Eve 

I knew the way to my grand- 
mother’s house. It was only one 
turn down our street. I walked 
slowly. I did not cry, though with 
every step I felt sadder and 
sadder. Finally I came to grand- 
mother’s door and rang the bell. 
She herself opened it. She asked 
why I had come all alone. Quietly 
I told her. She bade me come in. 
She gave me milk and some cook- 
ies, and listened to my story. 

Then she asked me if I liked 
apples. I said I did. She began 
telling about a girl called Eve, 
who liked apples too. She was for- 
bidden by God the Father to eat 
them, because He loved her and 
her husband, Adam, very much 
and knew that the apples from 
this special tree were bad for her 
and him. 

Slowly, in a language any child 
could understand, the story of 
the first disobedience of man un- 
rolled itself before me. Granny 
dwelled on the sadness of God. 
Then she linked God, and the 
mothers and fathers of little girls 
together — and spoke of the sad- 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Why has sanctity become to us modern Catho- 
lics so seemingly impossible of achievement? So rare 
and distant a goal? Don’t we know that in order to 
enter the Beatific Vision, for which we were created, 
we MUST be saints? 


Perhaps it is a matter of vocabulary and word- 
association. When we think or speak of “saints” we 
mean canonized saints. And no sooner do we think 
of sanctity in terms of canonization than our minds 
conjure up pictures of great bodily mortifications, 
chains, flagellations, fasting, long sleepless vigils, and 
constant prayers. 


Some saints did all these things, in. centuries 
that were gaited to such types of sanctity. But even 
for them these things were secondary, even as they 
are today. True sanctity, yesterday, today, and tomor- 
row, is still CARITAS. Love is the very soul of sanctity. 
A saint is a lover of God and man. Perhaps he should 
be simply called a man IN LOVE with God ... all the 
rest will follow. 


Love never uses the pronoun “I”... and so 
dies to self. Love is constant sacrifice, and mortification 
of one’s will is as natural as breathing to people in 
love; for they think only of the will, the comfort, and 
the joy of the Beloved. 


To spend oneself in service of the Beloved... 
to be united in will with the will of the Beloved — 
THAT IS TRUE “LOVING.” And when the Beloved 
is Christ — then to be “made unto His likeness — 
becomes an overpowering desire of the soul of man in 
love with Him. Then love of neighbor is a flaming 
love . . . which desires for them what God desires for 
them. And He, above all things, desires them to love 
and serve Him, so that they too may behold Him after 
death in the Beatific Vision. 


To bring souls to Him because one is passion- 
ately in love with him, knowing that with a great 
desire-He desires them, becomes the life of the Lover 
of God. Nothing is too small . . . nothing too great 
to reach that goal. And in the process of reaching it 
... in the process of loving God and having that love 
spill over on the neighbor — the whole world — man 
becomes a saint. 


It is as simple as that. No wonder St. Augustine 
summed it all up in one sentence... LOVE GOD 
AND DO WHAT YOU WILL. For well he knew that 
when we do love the Lord . . . we always will do His 
holy will. Love will compel us to. 


Nor does time or place matter. Children can 
love God. Old men and women can be great lovers. 
And all the ages in between. One can begin early in 
life .. . or start at its eventide. There is always the 
“eleventh hour” in the Gospel story. The earlier the 
start, though, the better. For the eleventh hour often 


brings that dirge-like song ‘“‘TOO LATE HAVE I LOV- 
ED THEE”. The years without such love are heavy on 
older shoulders. Still, perhaps that too may be good 
... for one can learn to love much in a short time. 


Nor does one have to be a monk or a nun, a 
hermit, or a solitary. Any place... any time... is the 
time and place of LOVE ... for “loving” GOD, which 
ultimately IS SANCTITY. One loves by becoming 
perfect in the commonplace. 


Diapers and endless meals... are prayers when 
done because of such love. Sweeping and cleaning. 
Farming and teaching. Nursing and typing. Sick or 
well. But always being and doing all things BECAUSE 
OF LOVE OF GOD. That is heroism. That is sanctity. 
To do ordinary, monotonous, routine work exceedingly 
well, through and for the LOVE OF GOD, is heroic 
loving. 


Why waste precious time? Why seek that which 
is not for us? Why not sanctify our humdrum ordinary 
lay life, and in doing so sanctify the whole market 
place in which we live and pass our ordinary days? 


No; sanctity is for everyone. To be a Catholic 
is to belong, as St. Paul says, to the Church of Saints. - 


Why not by-pass Purgatory by “loving God with 
your whole heart and your whole mind” here on earth? 
That would mean a non-stop express ticket to heaven 
after death, and a re-union with the Beloved of our 
souls for eternity. ; 


Let us wipe out all words and picture association 
our minds have conjured up. Let us start as the early 
Christian did . . . to love God and bear witness to Him 
. .: So that modern pagans may again say of us... 
SEE HOW THESE CHRISTIANS LOVE ONE AN- 
OTHER ... so that they may come to find out why 
.. . and, in doing so, fall in love with the Lord. 

















A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God of Heaven and Earth; 
Do you remember July Ist, 1958? 
Don’t answer that, Lord. It is 
merely a rhetorical question for 
the benefit of those with whom 
You may share this letter. People 
like to know the date. 

I was walking through Your 
woods in Combermere, that morn- 
ing. I had a long stick, and with 
it I broke off the dead branches 
of the poplar trees. I broke them 
off because they barred my way. 
The poplar starts branching when 
it is scarcely more than a twig. 
It has no mother to guide it. 
When it grows a little it discovers 
it doesn’t need the lower limbs. 
It lets them dry up and die. The 
mere touch of a stick will break 
them off. he ae 

“God,” I said, “many dead 
branches bar my way to You. 
Break them. Break everything 
that keeps me from getting close 
to You — or You from coming 
close to me — as I beat a path 
through the poplar trees of my 


I break up a prayer meeting of 
the birds?) I thought of the part- 
ridge as a missile with the power 
and the speed of an Our Father 
exploding in Your: heart. I 
thought of the little birds as so 
many Hail Mary’s and Glory Be’s, 
rushing up to You. I put a prayer 
on ever flower and every wing. A 
simple prayer. “I love You.” 

I picked some of the wild straw- 
berries You had placed on the 
hillside for me. They were fresh 
from Your hands, fragrant with 
Your divinity, sweet with Your 
breath. My mother used to say, 
“God doubtless could have made 
a better berry, but God doubtless 
never did.” I think it was a quo- 
tation. She picked strawberries 
with me in Wisconsin, Lord, when 
I was a boy. I picked them with 
the monks too; when I was study- 
ing to be a priest, mcre than half 
a century ago. What a wretched 
priest I would have made! God, 
tell my mother I thought of her 
in connection with wild straw- 
berries — and with You. SHe’ll 
like that. . 

The strawberry gives its sweet- 
ness joyfully. The blackberry is a 
misr and a crab. He doesn’t like 
to give. 
with plenty of barbed wire. But 
I’ll dine on him just the same, 
come September. There were 
plenty of blackberry vines at the 
shrine, Lord, and two beautiful 
big mushrooms. But the shyster 





worms had got there first; and 


years. Break off my attachments|they had claimed the bodies. Ah 


to earthly things, if they come 
between us. Peanut butter. Lob- 
sters. Ripe cheese. Hamburger 
sandwiches. Hot dogs with real 
English mustard. Bacon. Detect- 
ive stories. Good books and mov- 
ies. Comfortable shoes. Leisure. 
Fancy shirts and ties—donations, 
Lord, donations. And anything 
else. 


Heaven On Earth 


“Smash all the dead wood in 
me, the branches I was so proud 
of in my youth and middle age, 
the twigs that shaped my life — 
and shut You out of it. Smash 
the live wood too, Lord, if it dis- 
pleases You. Strip me of all my 
faults. And let the dead lumber 
fall where it will — to be as for- 
gotten as my sins.” 

I remembered a Russian peas- 
ant who had trained himself to 
think constantly of You, and only 
of You. He walked from one shrine 
to another, saying “God, God, 
God.” I envied him. He must have 
known a joy that approached the 
joy of Mary and Joseph. A heaven 
on earth! But I must wait, I 
think, for my heaven. I must wait 
Your time. We were talking about 
this when the crows began to talk 
to You too. And the grove became 
a chapel and a shrine. 

The black-robed friars, - 
In their raucous choirs, 
Cawed “God, God, God!” 

I said to You: “I am a writer. 
I must think of other things be- 
sides You, in order to serve You— 
as I believe You want me to serve 
You. I must think of character, 
dialogue, motivation, plot, situa- 
tion, mood, suspense, the right 
word in the right place. I must 
write books. Also I am one of Your 
Lay Apostles. I live with people, 
through people — and their gen- 
erosity — and for people. I must 
think of people and their needs. 
But if You want me to be like that 
Russian, I’ll do what I can to 
oblige You; for I love You too, 
in my own way. I love You as 
much as my silly sin-specked 
heart can love.” 


The Flowers Love You 


I watched the poplars and the 
pines adoring You, lifting their 
arms to You, whispering “Holy, 
Holy, Holy!” There were ponds of 
Our Lady’s Paint Brush  every- 
where, red and orange flowers. I 
watched them bowing and, pros- 
trating themselves before you. 
They rippled with the excess of 
their love, singing Your praises 
silently. They looked like pools of 
fire; and their fragrance filled 
the world. 

I saw the wild roses climb their 
vines to get a better look at You 
and Your Lady of the Trinity, 
our Rosa Mystica. They hoped 
You might reach down and give 
them a friendly pat. They blush- 
ed with their young love. I saw 
the daisies, with the faces of 
happy nuns, blow ardent kisses 
to You as they curtseyed in the 
winds. I saw the buttercups lift 
to You their chalices of lacquered 
gold. And I saw the humble wild 
white morning glories creeping 
forward through the _ sparkling 
dew. They came to touch Your 
blessed feet, and to chant their 
Matins with their lovely pure 
throats — which You had sha 
to the likeness of the old-fashion- 
ed phonograph horns. 


I Love You Too 

Lord, in Your mercy, purge me 
unmercifully, so that when I too 
come to kneel at Your feet I may 
be as acceptable as those white 
flowers; and that I may have 
more to offer You than pale re- 
grets. 

A partridge shot out of the 
ferns, and a flock of small brown 
warblers ascended with him. (Did 


| well — worms have to be fed too! 


The Lord Is Sweet 

My fingers were red with the 
juice of strawberries. I licked 
them clean. “O taste of the Lord 
and see that He is sweet.” Is that 
the way it goes? Not quite? I 
thought of the Precious Blood of 
Your son. You are as generous 
with that Blood, Lord, as You are 
with Your berries: You have 
placed it everywhere for us, Your 
children, to sweeten our lives, to 
make us strong and holy. You 
permitted it to dye the rocks in 
the Garden of Olives, the marble 
floors in Pilate’s hall, the wood 
of the cross and the soil of Cal- 
vary. Yet it is still offered for us 
in half a million Masses every day 
throughout the world! “O taste 
of the Blood of God and see that 
it is sweet!” (I offer my blood 
too. Such as it is, Lord, such as 
it is.) 

Lord, why do Catholics have so 
many different versions of Your 
Word — and all of them far less 
majestic and moving than the 
language in the King James 
Bible? We are confused. 

“O taste and see that the Lord 
is sweet.” 

Sweet or/and Good 

In the evening, in my room, 
I looked in the “New Catholic 
Edition of the Holy Bible — the 
Confraternity Edition.” I also 
looked in the Gideon Bible I stole 
years ago, from a hotel in Santa 
Barbara. I found in both the 
words, “O taste and see that the 
Lord is good.” 

In the Catholic book these 
words followed: “blessed is the 
man who flees to Him for safety.” 
And in the other I found, “blessed 
is the man that trusteth in Him.” 

Somehow, God, I think I would 
rather trust in You than flee to 
You for safety — though, per- 
haps, it comes to the same thing 
in a theologic argument. I hope 
I never have to flee to You for 
safety. I want to stay in Your 
presence forever, even though I 
can never be like that Russian 
pilgrim thinking “God, God, 
God!” 

Lord, tell me something! Was 
I punishing myself, symbolically 
—as the brain launderers put it— 
when I broke off the branches of 
the poplars? Was.I, unknown to 
myself, exhibiting a guilt complex 
that any psychiatrist would rec- 
ognize at once? Was I, in any 
sense, fleeing to You for safety— 
or fleeing from my “icky” self? . 

Closer and Closer 

I don’t know. I don’t think so. 
I was merely trying to get closer 
to You, God. You have been away 
from me so long! 

There are times when You take 
some little one by the hand, lead 
him through green pastures, sit 
him beside still waters, and fill 
him with Your sweetness. There 
are other times when you make 
him walk alone, without You, that 
he may learn to be a man. 

Thank You, God, for letting me 
come close that day, the feast of 
the Precious Blood. Thank You 
for the sweetness of that hour 
with You. Whether I walk alone 
again, or once more hand-in- 
hand with You, let me keep loving 
You. Let me keep trying fo come 
closer and closer to You. I give 
you the confdence of Job, the 
confidence of a child. “Though 
You slay me, yet will I trust in 
You.” 

Oh yes — and thank You for 
the full moon, that night; and the 
bracing coolness of the Madawas- 
ka river. And give my love to 
Mary, and all my friends in Pur- 
gatory and Heaven. Yours for- 





ever, Eddie. 


He surrounds himself! P 
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Summer did ye coomen in very} 


slowly this year — but when it 
reached our Northern Canada it 
was very nice. While some areas 
complained of drought, we had 
lots of rain; while some had hurri- 
canes, we had zephyrs. 

Staff Worker Joe Hogan (of 
Chicago, Illinois) was appointed 
to the Yukon. 

Staffer Theresa Davis spent a 
week of her holidays with us, and 
entertained us with stories about 
Arizona. : 

Captain Vallee, his charming 
wife and family, paid us a visit 
on their way to Montreal. He was 
the former Commandant of Camp 
Takhini in the Yukon; and they 
had motored in a trailer all the 
way. . 

Mr. Boylan of the Alvernia 
Press in Montreal was our guest 
for a pleasant week-end. 

We celebrated the Silver Anni- 
versary of our pastor, Father Hass, 
with a Solemn High Mass in the 
arish church, in the presence 
of the Bishop. Afterwards Bishop 
Smith paid us a visit, and inspect- 
ed the new building, St. Goupil’s 
—and granted a “‘congee.” For us, 
that’s late night—with ice cream! 
(And a late night means that we 
go to the dormitories at 11, in- 
stead of 10.15.) 

Father Flahiff, the Superior 
General of the Basilian Fathers, 
paid us a brief afternoon visit. We 
hope he will return for a longer 
one some day. 

The Rosary Pilgrimage Group 
of Milwaukee stopped again this 
year for a visit. We were happy 
to see Mary Chero, their Director, 
and Father Padberg, S.J., again. 

Please join your prayers with 


ours for a good harvest — for it: 


looks like we’re going to have a 
crowd for the winter! 





Pilgrims visiting Canada should 
not forget Our Lady’s Rosary 
Shrine at Cap de la Madeleine. 
This year marks the 70th anniver- 
sary of the “miracle of her eyes.” 
The statue opened its eyes, accord- 
ing to Fr. Luc Desilets, Father 
Frederic, O.F.M., whose cause for 
beatification has been introduced 
in Rome, and another witness — 
opened them wide and kept them 
wide open for “some ten minutes.” 


THE LORD [5 MY 
SHEPHERD CHIEF 


This is a delightful bit which 
came out in an Indian paper. It 
is the 22nd Psalm translated into 
English from an Indian Dialect. 



























































“Sometimes my heart is very 
weak, and falls down, but He 
lifts it up again, 

And draws me into a good road. 


His name is Wonderful. 

Sometimes, it may be very soon, 
it may be a long long time, 

He will draw me into a place be- 
tween mountains. 


It is dark there, but I will not 
draw back: 

I will not be afraid, for it is there 
between these mountains that 
the Shepherd will meet me, 

And the hunger that I have felt 
in my heart all through this 
life will be satisfied. 


Sometimes He makes the Love 
rope into a whip, but after- 
wards He gives me a staff that 
I may lean on. 


He spreads a table before me, with 
all kinds of food. 

He puts His hand upon my head 
and all ‘tired’ is gone. 

My cup—He fills it till it runs 
over. 


What I tell you is true. 
I lie not. 


These. roads that are away ahead 
will stay with me through life, 
and in the Big Teepee, I will sit 
down with the Shepherd Chief 





forever.” : 


Letter To St. Goupil 


Dearest St. Goupil — I just 
have to write you the grandest 
news ever! Please share it with 
St. Martha et al. Of course you 
know that your house is ready, 
that twenty-five men are living 
cozily in its vast, well-lighted, 
warm dormitory, and that the 
cellar days have become legends, 
to be told in the quiet of an even- 
ing, to the newcomers. 

The running water and the 
modern conveniences of bathroom 
and showers are still a marvel of 
joy to the seniors. The days when 
“TI never got a bath for weeks” are 
gone. When the men were cellar 
dwellers the only bathtub of 
Madonna House was always in 
use. ~* 

Think of it, St. Goupil — four- 
teen to fifteen men had to take 
a bath once a week. There were 
five priests doing the same. I got 
to the bathtub seldom — usually 
at midnight, if I were not too 
tired. 

All this is past tense now... 
thanks to you and all the marvel- 
ous people whose hearts you mov- 
ed to contribute to the building 
fund. 





Tell Heavenly Gang 


But listen, St. Goupil — Listen! 
I know you want to... . even if 
you “know” already. Our laundry 
equipment is in! Three huge 
pieces! The washer takes in forty 
pounds of clothing at a swoop! 
It all cost plenty ... but it is here, 
DUE to you and to St. Martha. 

Think what that means to the 
girls working in this vital depart- 
ment. Sixty people dirty clothes 
all year round. And over a hund- 
red do so in the summer. That is 
some laundry. You remember 
when you were a layman here. 
You knew this countryside WELL. 
You remember how all this was 
done a few months ago, in two 
old fashioned washing ma- 
chines which accepted only 9 
pounds at a time. And the drying. 
Remember how it was at twenty- 





five below zero? 

Wow-oh St. Goupil, do please 

bless most abundantly those who 
have taken us out of our black 
hole of Calcutta . . . our laundry 
cellar and set us in a sunny room 
in your own new house. 
_ The sewing room, also located in 
it, is a beehive of activities. Every- 
thing that needs sewing and 
mending goes there. 

We even re-upholster furniture 
there, and mend huge mattresses. 
It is grand to have that room too, 
and the handicraft room. You 
should see our looms . . . our spinn- 
ing equipment (we need more 
though). 

And the men’s basement 
WORKSHOP! I am sure that 
beckons even you from heaven 
once in a while! 

Saints On Earth Too 

Thank everyone too who has 
contributed to the immense cost 


of plumbing . . . and donated all 
kinds of machines. You must 


have heard the boys praying 
lately for a WOOD LATHE. If they 
had it... we would make our own 
chairs and beds. 
- Yes, St. Goupil, truly we are 
infinitely grateful to you. And 
we pray to the Lord through you, 
to bless everyone who donated 
anything to your wondrous house. 
But we still have a few prob- 


lems, major to us, to iron out. 
WE NEED MONEY! Now don’t 


run away ... this is just the tail 
end of things needed for. your 
House. Take our miraculous laun- 
dry ... it needs a disposal system 
... you know... for water. These 
machines use plenty of water, and 
the soapy dirty water must be 
disposed of. 

I am not very good at the de- 
tails of such a project. All I know 
is it needs endless “tiles,” the-kind 
men call “weeping,” and an un- 
derground water tank called 
“septic.” The cost? FIVE HUND- 
RED DOLLARS, St. Goupil. Plus 
TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS 
WORTH OF LINOLEUM for the 
laundry floor. Part of the floor 
is cement, part is wood. There are 
other incidentals that I cannot 
enumerate because of their funny 
trade names .. . but you know 
what I mean. 

SO, ST. GOUPIL, PLEASE 
FINISH YOUR HOUSE COM- 
PLETELY! I KNOW YOU WANT 
TO ...FOR ALL SAINTS ARE 
TIDY PEOPLE, AND THEY AL- 
WAYS FINISHED WHAT THEY 
BEGAN. PLEASE SEND US ONE 
THOUSAND DOLLARE MORE — 
AND I PROMISE NOT TO BOTH- 
ER YOU AGAIN, EXCEPT WITH 
PRAYERS ABOUT OUR SOULS. 





GRATEFULLY AND LOVING- 
LY YOURS, CATHERINE. ~ 


—. 


e 
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DRIVING A SCHOOL BUS 
DESTINATION? HEAVEN 


At dinner or supper in Madonna House you are likely to hear 
someone tap a bell, see some one rise with a paper in hand, and hear 
a letter read aloud. It may be a letter from one of our houses — say 
the ice-bound Maryhouse in the Yukon, or the dust-secoured Casa 
de Nuestra Senora in the frying and trying heat of Arizona. It may 
be a letter from a friend, a letter of criticism or of praise. 

This is a letter from Bob Pelton — and one of the most beau- 
tiful ever read aloud to the people of Madonna House. 

Bob, who graduated from Yale with the highest possible honors 
—and some cash by way of prizes for a thesis he wrote—is a convert 
to the Catholic Faith. He was baptized in Madonna House on a Holy 
Saturday some years ago. He is not a Staff Worker. He is a semin- 
arian and may someday be a priest. He hopes, when he is ordained, 
to be one of the priests of Domus Domini—one of our own! 














RESTORATION 
Noah’s news stand was a block 
away from our little flat on the 
near north side of the Windy City; 
and I used to drop off a street car 
there every afternoon, when I was 
in town, and buy a paper or two. | 

Noah was a likeable sort, and| 
always eager to talk. One day ved (Excerpt from the letter of Rev. 
saw my picture in the Chicago|victor Margot, Director Minor 
Sun — in connection with a story|Seminary, Higashi-ku; Okayama- 
I had written — and I became} cho, Osaka-Shi, Japan.) 
something special to him. He let | I have 49 boys now — 49 joys 
me know that he wanted to be aland 49 sorrows. The real reason 
writer too, had always wanted to| for this letter is that I want to 
be a writer. He kept a note book | write you about one of them. Well 
and jotted down descriptions of|he is not really one of the 49, but 
some of his customers. I liked | one who left to continue studies 
what he wrote, for it was short! at the major seminary. 
and simple — and graphic. I} His name is Wada Mikio. Mikio 
urged him to continue writing. jis one of the best boys I ever had 
“You may never get anything|in the seminary. He is a brilliant 
published,” I told him many|student. When graduating from 


He is spending his summer holi- 
days in the Arizona desert. He 
went there from Combermere; 
and he drove, from Cleveland, in 
an automobile donated to the 
Casa, by some good friends in that 
city. The letter is not only an ac- 
count of his trip, it is much more. 
It is — but read it for yourself — 
what you find of it here. (Some 
few things have been eliminated 
to save space. But the rest of it 
has not been edited at all.) 


By BOB PELTON 


I left Cleveland on the morning 
of June 10th. On the first day I 


hit three different thunderstorms. | 


It was quite exciting because 
everytime I went through a large 
city I ran into a new storm, and 
rain so violent I could hardly see 
the road. I was driving a 1953 
Studebaker donated to the Casa 
by the Claires. A good little car — 
8 cylinder and 4-door. 

Branches were falling, and even 
trees, and the wind was playing 
. badminton with the Studie. Final- 
ly the rain stopped and I made it 
to Greenup, Iill., for the night 
just as another storm hit. Our 
Lady was taking good care of me 
as usual; I had just gotten all my 
things into the motel room when 
the rain began. On June 11th I 
had a lovely drive through Illinois 
and Missouri. The Mississippi was 
— impressive, but I couldn’t 

nd a spot for a picture. The 
Ozarks were hot and beautiful. 
All rolling hills and trees and 
blue sky. For June 12th I’d better 
start a new paragraph. 

Was on the Turner Turnpike in 
Oklahoma, making wonderful 
time. Stopped for lunch. After- 
wards I drove the car up to the 
pumps for gas. The oil needed 
changing so I pulled the car on 
the lift. After the attendant was 
finished one of his assistants pull- 
ed the car off the lift. “Where are 
the brakes?” 


What Brakes? 


I was slightly puzzled. Well, as 
it turned out, the brakes were not 
working at all, and when I say 
not at all I mean just that. When 
the tow truck came to pick me up, 
three hours later, I tried to drive 
the car forward a few feet to 
enable the man to get in back of 
it, and I wound up about fifty 


yards from where I’d started. He} 


towed me 30 miles to Oklahoma 
City, where I had to wait another 
three hours for them to fix a hy- 


~ draulic line to the left front wheel. 


Do you realize what would have 
pa ghey if my brakes had gone 
out on the highway? That’s Our 
Lady for you. 

I wish I could make you see 
the mile on mile of pale yellow 
wheat and the road out of Amar- 
illo stretching like a pale ribbon 
under the blue sky and the sun, 
which never seemed to move. The 
road never turns, or bends, or dips, 
or climbs. It just goes on and on 
and on and on toward the West, 
toward the promise. And sudden- 
ly the wheat stops and the desert 
begins. Suddenly there are no 
more fields or houses or trees, onl 
rocks and red earth and scru 
bushes and God’s viceroy, the sun, 
blazing down upon you. It moves 
you when you sight your first 
mountains, even if they are more 
eroded hills than mountains, be- 
cause there is a newness, a clean- 
liness, an immense purity about 
these hills and mesas. 


The Male Land 

This land is not the gentle land, 
the subdued land, the feminine 
land of the East, ready to give and 
to yield. This is the hard, proud, 
masculine land that may be con- 
quered but never can be tamed. 
You realize that man is lord of 
the world, but only under God, for 
it is only with His suffrance that 
can can live here in the desert. 
You are moved because suddenly 
you know why Christians have 
always sought the desert. It is a 
place where there is no hiding, 
no pretenses, but only the bea 
ing down upon you — and pierc- 
ing to the very marrow of your 
bones — of God, in his Son, who 
is the Sun of the New Creation! 

It was in Tucumcari, New 
Mexico, that I first began to real- 
ize what the physical aspect of 
Winslow was going to be like. 
There was the heat wrapping 
itself around me, enveloping me, 
pulling at arms and legs and eye- 
lids; unbroken, even indoors, ex- 
cept. by a breeze that tantalized 


but never cooled. And there was 
the dust, an invisible grit that 
filmed over everything. It covered 
my body, my hair, the pages of my 
books, the inside of the car. It 
coated the inside of my nostrils 
and my eyeballs. I could even 
feel it creeping between my toes. 
And beyond the edge of the city, 
where the mesas stood, there was 
the silence. 


Hear the Silence 
You could hear this silence, 
even above all the noises of the 
cars and all the sounds of the 
people. It was like some gigantic 





in some puny trickle. 
And there was the sun, falling 


| like a weight on your head, tugg-| 


jing at your eyelids, wrapping 
your arms in glue. I wish I could 
make you feel how it seems to 
hang there in the sky, immobile 
|and immovable. 

Soon I was driving through the 
mountains east of Albuquerque, 
beautiful and serene and cool. I 
wanted to sing the Gloria over and 
over. When I saw the San Fran- 
cisco mountains floating on the 
horizon, so perfect that a lump 
came to my throat, I knew I was 
close to Winslow. - 

After all those miles, 2400 from 
Comberemere, and 1900 from 
Cleveland, I had arrived. It had 
been a beautiful, exciting, dra- 
matic trip. I felt like one with the 
Conquistadors, with the settlers 
in their covered wagons, with the 
explorers, with the 49ers. 

And then I thought of another 

trip, that of Phil Knight, the only 
male Staff Worker of the Casa, a 
trip probably much longer than 
mine — not a continuous trip but 
divided into bits and pieces. His 
was everything my trip was not. 
It seemed to me dull, unglamor- 
ous, ugly. This trip was Phil’s 
three times daily trip with the 
school bus. He drives it every 
school d ay during nine long 
months, 
_ Yet, in the eyes of God, his trip 
is so beautiful, so exciting, and 
so dramatic that mine pales be- 
fore it! 

Then I saw that both Phil’s 
trip, and my small one, are trips 
tapen under obedience and in 
accord with God’s Will, and both 
are journeys to heaven. 


LOOKS AT BOOKS 


Suddenly it looks as though all 
my old friends have turned author 
—bent on helping me fill the 
library we maintain at Madonna 
House. Congratulations to all of 
them. 

Recently three of them sent me 
their books; and, surprisingly — 
because none of them is a pro- 
fessional writer — they are books 
well worth reading. One comes 
from a priest, one from a police 
woman, and one from a corner 
newsboy. Let me list them here: 

A LAMP RESPLENDENT, by 
Rev. Angelo Franco, S.D.B., Sal- 
esiana Press, $2.75 in the U.S.A. 
This is the life of Fr. Paul Albera, 
the second successor to St. John 
Bosco as the head of the Salesian 
order of priests, coadjutor broth- 
ers, and nuns — and a possible 
candidate for canonization. 

CRIMINOLOGY AND CRIME 
PREVENTION, by Lois Lundell 
Higgins and Edward A. Fitzpat- 
rick; Bruce Publ. Co. $8.50 in the 
U.S.A. Mrs. Higgings, director of 
the Crime Prevention Bureau of 
Illinois, is president of the Inter- 
national Association of Women 
Police, a world traveler, and a 
lecturer of note. Mr. Fitzpatrick, 
president emeritus of Mount Mary 
College, is also the director of the 
Institute of Human Education. 
This is a thorough study of crime 
and criminals, an investigation 
into the subject, an explanation; 
and several methods of solving 
the problem are presented to the 
reader. It is a book both profound 
and simple. It- covers all phases 
of wrétchedness, including juven- 
ile delinquency and drug addict- 
ion. And it says—without putting 
it into words — “No, crime does 
not pay, but you do, Taxpayers; 
and you pay heavily.” 

ON THE CORNER, by Noah 
Angle, “Stories from twenty years 
at a Chicago Newstand.” Exposi- 
tion Press. $3.00 in the U.S.A. 











times, ‘but you’ll hav a lot of fun 
putting thoughts on paper.” 
Well — “On The Corner” is a 
collection of his short sketches of 
people. And, if the people are not 
all they should be, it is not Angle’s 
fault. He knew a lot of grafters 
and grifters. He took their photos, 
not with a camera, but with the 
stub of a pencil. And there they 


‘high school two years ago he was 
‘rewarded with the first prize as 
ithe best student of Osaka Pre- 
ifecture. He is very generous and 
'very enthusiastic in his vocation. 
Still a high school student, he 
started Catholic Action among 
the pagan boys of the school. Al- 
| ways cheerful he is loved by every- 
‘body. During his last year at the 





maw into which these noises went | 


are. ‘seminary he was a great help in 
my work with the other boys, and 
even now, he is their model. “To 
become like Mikio” is an ideal 
that keeps several of my boys still 
persevering. His letters are read| 
by all the boys, and many have} 
been helped in difficult days by 
a letter from Mikio. 

His father. who was one of our 
best Catholic doctors, died years 
ago, and since that day, mother 


Eddie Doherty. 








Every Day 
Is Friday 


Lew w ower ooe 








People around Combermere had a hard time doing odd jobs) 
keep saying, “The Madawaska/as a cleaning woman in hospitals. | 
River is fished out”; “All these; (Mikio has a younger brother who| 


is in the second year middle 
school, and a younger sister who 
is in her second year high school | 
now.) Her wages are insufficient | 
even to keep her and her children | 


Recently, our chaplain got bit-|alive. She would like very much | 
ten by the fishing bug. There had | to send them to a Catholic school | 
been a donation of a couple of|but it is impossible. And I can) 
fish poles and a couple of good|4Ssure you that it is difficult in 
reels. There were some old plugs/2 Christian country to imagine| 
and spinners that originally be-| What a pagan school is. Mother'| 
longed to the “B.” So Father was/|iS worrying herself sick about the) 
in business. He said a few prayers Tales Catholic) Sen eeie 40 ali| 

eas also a Catholic 
to St. Peter, who, ag maintains, | ¢h6 family, but he died a few| 
is the Holy Founder of the secular | months ago. From that time on| 
priesthood, and was off, down the/ they have been living on borrowed | 
river. imoney, getting deeper and deeper | 
‘No matter what people say, he|in debt. | 
has added to the deep freeze, in| Mikio, who feels himself res-| 


motor boats and outboards and 
floating oil kill off the fish”; “‘The 
lodges are worried because their 
guests are not getting good fish- 
ing.” And so on. 


fourteen days, ‘mote than Atty | ponsible for his family and for| 
fish — rock bass, small mouth 

bass,-and a few pike. Could be 
that people are wrong in what 
they say; or else St. Peter is 
working overtime! 


|the education of his brother and 
sister, has decided to leave the 
major seminary and to look for 
a job. Even so, in a country that 
has one million jobless, most of 
them young people, it will be very 


hard. His decision will only worsen 
the situation, because, IF he finds 
a job he will not be paid too much 
for the first 5 or 6 years, probably 
not even enough to keep the 
family from starving without 
borrowing still more money, but 
he hopes he will be able to get a 
better job after some time and to 
find a way out of their difficulties. 
At least, he will have tried. 

I am sure that he has a voca- 
tion and will make a very good 
priest. I think, if he would be able 
to study that he would become 
the best priest of the diocese. I 
will ask him to wait with his de- 
cision and try to find a way out, 
but it is difficult. What is needed 
is not a personal benefactor for 
Mikio, the financial burden of 
whose studies is carried by - the 
Bishop, but a benefactor of the 
family who will and can’ keep 
them from starving, and help the 
mother pay her debts and educate 
her children. 

That help will have to be regu- 
lar and efficient for several years, 
until the little ones can work for 
their mother, who is overworked 
and can not stand it much longer. 
Also, the help must be immediate 
or it will come too late. Mikio will 
work during the summer holidays, 
and, if no solution is found at the 
beginning of the next term, will 
not go back to the seminary. 

Why do I write you this? Be- 
cause I do not know what to do. 
I have not one rich friend and 
not one rich benefactor. My own 








The Subconscious 


Deep in your nature and 
in mine, as we sit here, lies 
just such a chaos of undiffer- 
entiated matter, of undevel- 





Reading left to right: Joseph Chief, Louis Stoeckle, Belfry 
Etzertza. 

These are two of Louie’s Maryhouse boys, 8th grade 
students at Christ the King School in Whitehorse. Louie is hold- 
ing the prizes received by Joe and Belfry at the closing of school. 
Joe won first prize for Social Studies, first prize for Spelling, 
first prize for Science, second prize for Language, second prize 
for Mathematics. He also won a medal for Honorable Mention in 
a Canada-wide Essay Contest on the “First Hundred Years of 
the Catholic Church in British Columbia.’ Joe’s home is in 
Cassiar, British Columbia. He has now left Maryhouse for the 
summer to help his father cut wood for the Cassiar Asbestos 
Mine. 








Pictured here on an embankment overlooking the City 
of Whitehorse, Yukon, are Father Gene Cullinane, chaplain of 
Maryhouse, and Miss Patricia (Pat) Hull, taxi driver for the 
Yellow Cab Co. of Whitehorse. 

The tent in the background is Pat’s permanent home and 
is called “Fatima” in honor of Our Lady of Fatima. The picture 
was taken on July 2nd, Feast of the Visitation of Our Lady, when 
Father Gene blessed the tent and the shrine of Our Lady of 
Fatima, which he is holding. The statue in the shrine is an exact 
replica of the Pilgrim Virgin statue of Our Lady of Fatima, and 
was obtained by Pat through the kindness of Father Patrick 
Moore, who stopped in Whitehorse recently on his world tour 
with the famed Pilgrim-Virgin statue. 

Asked why she chooses to live in a tent, despite the 
extreme cold of the Yukon winters, Pat answered: “For two 
reasons. The first is the high cost of rent in Whitehorse. Even 
a poor shack without any mdern facilities costs $85 a month, 
and it takes another $100 for food, and that means only bare 
necessities. The second reason is spiritual. I wanted a place 
where I could be with Our Lady. Perched up here above the city, 
we are away from people, noise, brawls, etc., and we can be 
together better. When winter comes, I’ll put some boards around 
the sides of the tent, throw a canvas over the top and cover the 
whole thing with snow. With a propane heater inside, it will be 
very comfortable.” 

Resident with Pat in the tent are her three cats — 
“Mother,” “Mamie,” and “Strawboss.”’ 

In the tent Pat has a small library of books that are very 
dear to her. One is an autographed copy of Eddie Doherty’s 
“Gall and Honey.” 








oped potentialities. Psycholo- 


gists call it, the unconscious, ||f@™ily is poor... 





A close-up of Miss Hull and her shrine 
Fatima, taken in the Maryhouse library. 





It is a great lumber room, 
stocked from past history. 
Habits and propensities are 
there, for good and evil; 
memories, some easily re- 
captured, some tucked away 
in the background; unreas- 
oning FEARS and antipath- 
ies; illogical ASSOCIATIONS 
which link this past exper- 
ience with that; primitive 
impulses, which shun the 
light, and seek to disguise 
themselves by a smoke screen 
of reasoning; inherited apti- 
-tudes, sometimes quite un- 
suspected. Out of this welter 
of conditions and tendencies 
the life of action is built up, 
your life and mine. And still, 
as at the dawn of creation, 
the Holy Spirit moves over 
these troubled waters, wait- 
ing to educe from them, ' 
with the co-operation of our 
wills, the entire life of the 
Christian. 

—Rev. Ronald Knox. 














lay missionaries. 








That’s Louie Stoeckle, standing on the porch of St. Joseph’s house, across the 
way from Maryhouse. This is where the Indian boys are housed. And this is the 
house—you may have read about it in Mary Ruth’s story—the walls of which were 
shingled by the single girls—the same single girls now shingling the walls of St. 
Catherine’s—another house entirely, the third place acquired by the Madonna House 
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Page Four 


One Man's Scrap 
Another Man's Gold 


Bits and pieces of linoleum and 
oilcloth, as well as all kinds of 
plastics, are to be found every- 
where. Most people have no use 
for such left-overs . . . BUT we 
here in the country cherish every 
tiny little piece of these. 

That new drain board on our 
farm kitchen sink needs just a 
piece of linoleum. Never mind the 
color or pattern . . . anything will 
do. That piece of plastic that no 
one wants... well... well... 
that would just nicely cover that 
orange crate the boys transformed 
into a bedside table. Oilcloth and 
all the above, would, even if of 
different colors and patterns, 
make a dandy covering for that 
outdoor table, by the open air fire- 
place, where thousands of sealers 
stand ready to receive preserves, 
rhubarb, jellies, jams and all sorts 
of fruits and vegetables. 














covers pretty. Then we sell them, 
and make money for our needs 
and those of the poor. Endless, 
truly, as the ingenuity of Charity! 

Thank you for all you have 
already sent. It has been mar- 
velous. And SUCH A HELP TO 
US IN OUR HUMBLE APOSTO- 
LATE. 


EDDIES OF 1958 





(Continued from Page One) 
This Is Consecration 

“In the presence of all the 
heavenly court I choose thee this 
day for my Mother and Mistress. 
I deliver and consecrate to thee, 
as thy slave, my body and soul, 
my goods, both interior and ex- 
terior, and even the value of all 
my good actions, past, present, 
and future; leaving to thee the 
entire and full right of disposing 
of me, and all that belongs to me, 
without exception, according to 
thy good pleasure, for the greater 
glory of God, in time and in 
eternity. Amen.” 

Some of us wear chains or 
bracelets to remind us that we 
are bound to God, through His 





mother —and that He is bound 


to us, as well as she is. 


No one lives so well as the slave 


God is good. There are sixty of|of a good Master and Mistress. 


us living here all year round. Can 


you imagine how much canning) 
we do? Old-fashioned home cann-|tectded, so well loved. No one is| 
ing. Fruit, berries, and vegetables,/so free from worry. That is one| 
right from the earth to the pro-/of the many strange things about | 


cessing line. Yum... Yum. Tastes 


good? Indeed it does. And it saves|There is really no one in 


'No one is so well housed, so well 


fed, so well cared for, so well pro- 


Slavery to Mary. lt sets one free. 


us oh... hundreds of dollars. We! world more bound than a slave 


and buy only 


grow the stuff... 
and spices 


sealers and sugar... 
for pickling. 
A Begging Market! 

Speaking of sealers — have you 
any? Moving into the city? Or 
maybe you just bought that 
BEAUTIFUL deep-freeze and so 
don’t need sealers any more? Then 
REMEMBER US... WE NEED 
THEM. 

What with growing all the 
things we eat, what with a herd 
of cows and other farm animals 
which supply meat, butter, eggs 
and wool... we are getting al- 
most... almost... self-sufficient. 
Thus we are able to channel more 
and more money to the poor. 
Alleluia! Until recently we bought 
cheese. Now we are making our 
own. 

MAYBE PERHAPS 
THERE STILL ARE SOME OLD 
TIMERS WHO HAVE CHEESE 
FORMS LEFT FROM THE GOOD 
OLD DAYS. OH THEY WOULD 
BE A GOD-SEND! INDEED THEY 
WOULD ... IF YOU CAN SEND 
THEM ON TO US, we sure bless 
you. 

Also the wooden forms that 
make pound butter look neat and 
tidy! And dare I mention the word 
CHURN? We sure are in the begg- 
ing market for same! 

Ladies and Gentlemen 

We also need spinning wheels, 
carding brushes, looms, any weav- 
ing and spinning equipment. 
Thanks for those you send. We 
are setting up a sort of a “school 
for weaving” to teach our mem- 
bers, so they can teach in the 
missions, and here in our own 
countryside. 

So far I have always written to 
ladies. Today I would like to talk 
to the heads of the families. Most 
of you gentlemen have heard 
about your ancestors who started 
life on a farm. You like to tell 
the story to your children, I bet. 
Confess that there have been 
moments in your life when you 
felt a pang of homesickness for 
this hard but satisfying way of 
life. 

Be it as it may — all of you have 
the right idea, that a farmer 
makes use of EVERYTHING and 
never throws things away. For all 
things come handy . . . someday 
... sometime. That is why farm 
auctions ARE fun, even for city 
men. 

Well — neither do we throw 
away things. But sometimes we 
just haven’t got what we need... 
like bolts .. . all sizes and shapes 
...screws ... or wire, all sizes and 
lengths. The junk in your work- 
shop ... or tool kit... . that IS 
OUR MEAT. Next time you clean 
your work room or kit . . . just put 
the “junk” into a carton, and, in 
your infinite charity, ship it 1 
us. Oh gee, your scrap sure will 
be our gold. And don’t stop at 
nuts, screws, and bolts. Anything 
else you don’t need — WE DO. 

Any Any Scent 

Ladies . . . you know of course 
about sachet powder ... the 
dainty der that nimble fingers 
sew into daity pieces of-silk or 
linen, and then put into the 
linen cupboard or the clothes 
press .. . and everything smells 
nice. We would like to get some 
of those sachet powders. They are 
sold in drug stores. Not expensive. 
Or ma someone gave you a 
bottle of them, and you never had 
time to “sew them in.” We would 
be ever so grateful for a real 
“donation” of same... any scent 
of your choice will do of course. 

Tell you what we do with this. 


We do sew them up. We make the 


of Mary; and at the same time 
there is no one quite so free! 
Good Slave Trade 

The Montfort Fathers have 
done much for the devotion 
through the United States and 
Canada. But they are not alone 
in this work. Many other priests, 
working independently, or in con- 
cert with organizations of lay 
people, nuns, or fellow priests, are 
engaged in the same “slave 
trade.” 

And the slaves are active too. 
They are so happy in their slavery 
that they infect multitudes of 
people. 

The slaves of Mary are given 
such an abundance of grace that 
it overflows. Talk about channels 
of grace — through holy slavery 
in Our Lady, channels become 


-|great rivers! And by them, even 


the most arid reaches can be made 
to bloom like the most fertile of 
gardens! 

I wanted to tell the women in 
my audience all this. But I kept 
it to myself. I kept it to myself 
because I remembered St. Louis 
de Montfort’s word of caution. 
The secret of “True Devotion” to 
Mary should be revealed only to 
chosen souls — and it should be 
revaled in such a way that the 
chosen one will rejoice at the 
revelation. 

The slaves of Mary are ‘out of 
this world.” For they dwell in 
Mary, and Mary is “Paradise on 


earth!” 
“Chosen Soul!” Does that mean 








LAWRENCE did a good work, 
who, by the sign >] of the Cross, 
restored sight to the blind and 
gove the treasures of the Church 
unto the poor. 





ON FINDING GOD 





(Continued from Page One) 


articipation in a transcendental 
ask; let us follow the little way 
of love of Therese of Lisieux, who 
was able to dominate her time and 
her environment by the very 
simple and all erful means 
of transforming herself into a 
flame of love. , 

And let us always remember 
that THE IMPORTANT THING 
IS NOT TO FIND GOD, SINCE 
GOD REVEALS HIMSELF ONLY 
TO WHOM HE WILL, BUT TO 
SEEK GOD: AND THIS ALL OF 
US MAY DO THROUGH LOVE; 
THUS WE SHALL NOT BE 
JUDGED ACCORDING TO THE 
MEASURE OF OUR SCIENCE, 
BUT ACCORDING TO THE IN- 





TENSITY OF OUR LOVE. 





the | 





JOURNEY INWARD 





(Continued from Page One) 


ness of parents when their child- 
ren do not obey them. 
Pain and Pilgrims 

She told me of the lonely pil- 
grimage my life would be away 
from mother. I knew about pil- 
grimages. All Russian children 
did. Everyone was always going 
on pilgrimages to holy places, or 
coming from them. I loved to 
listen to the stories of the pilgrims 
mother always gave hospitality to. 
So it was quite clear. 

But even clearer than pilgrim- 
ages was the thought of the pain 
I had caused mother. It seems to 
me that this was the day I under- 
stood, a little bit, was sin was! 

One thing I know — I have 
loved the virtue of Obedience 
ever since. 

I thanked granny for the story 
. . . the cookies, and the milk. I 
told her I would be going back 
home and apologize to mother, 
and I promised to be an obedient 
girl always. 

I think that, on the whole, I 
kept my promise. 

But now I know all about God’s 
time tables for “leaving home.” 
Ever since the Russian Revolution 
I have been “on a pilgrimage of 
my own.” 


PILGRIMAGE 
The day 
Is slowly 
Becoming dark .. 
And it is night 
Again 
At noon-day. 
All light 
Has vanished 
From my sight. 


Why must I 
Walk in this 
Strange 
Untimely night? 
Why do I have 
To walk back. . 
Back . . 

Across the years 
Long gone, 
Intent on a strange 
Pilgrimage? 


Why, as I walk 
So slowly, 
Bending so low. . 
As if I were 


Burdened 

With all 

The world’s woe. . 
Why must I 


Too, re-open 
The thousand 
Wounds 

That time 
And Faith 
Have healed 
So long ago? 


Why must I open 

A thousand wounds— 
Inflicted by Your 
Gentle hands 

To teach .. 

To test .. 

To make 

Me grow? 


Why must I 
Wander 

So far afield, 

In search 

Of salty, 

Salty tears 

To wash those 
Bleeding wounds 
That were 

Quite healed— 
Or so it seemed? 


The weight 

Of salty 

Tears 

Is heavy, Lord! 
Why must 

I search for 
Them in this 
Strange day 
That changed 
So fast 

Into a cold 
And frightening 
Night? 


Behold, Beloved, 
The work 

Of tears! 

The open wounds 
Now smart 

With fiery 

Pain .. 

And are aglow 
Again .. f 

As on the days 

So many inflicted . 
Them on me 

On my way to Thee. 


Why must I walk 
Back—through 
Those lonely 
Years so full 

Of os 

So full of tears? | 


Why must 
That tears 
And sears? 


Washed with salty 


All 

ga 

Like hoody 
Lips? 


Why this ; 
Journey backward 
Into the night. . 

My love, my Lord... . 
Why... why? 





HOW 10 WORK 
AND BE HAPPY 


By Bill Murphy 











Here is how one Staff Worker 
at Marian Centre spends a typical 
day. 

At 7 a.m. I’m awakened by my 
alarm, hurriedly dress, wash, and 
go over to the Marian Centre 
chapel for morning meditation, 
which begins at 7:30. 

We have fifteen minutes of med- 
itation, followed by Prime, the 
morning prayer of the Church. 
Daily Mass which is celebrated by 
Father Bertsch, the priest who 
lives with us. 

Mass over, we have breakfast 
and are ready to begin another 
day. 

My first duty is to prepare the 
sandwiches and tea for the break- 
fast meal. for the men, which is 
at 10:30 a.m. 

Considerate Men 

At 10:30 I open the blue door, 
seat the men as they come in and 
say a “good morning” or a “hello” 
to them. I go back to the kitchen 





and fill and refill empty tea pots 
and sandwich plates for the eight | 
tables in the dining room. If we| 
have a line of men waiting for) 
seats I also act as an usher while| 
doing the refills. The men are| 


considerate of one another and!: - 


finish their meal promptly in 
order to make room for those who 
are still in line. 

After serving breakfast I begin 
cleaning the dining room. About 
eleven o’clock. This consists, of 
clearing the tables, washing them, 
and sweeping the floor. By this 
time it is noon and time for us to 
have our own dinner. 

During the dinner hour we are 
now reading The White Fathers 


by Glenn D. Kittler. This is the|*° 


story of the founding of the fam- 
ous missionary group which is 
working in Africa and attempting 
to bring Arabs and Moslems back 
to Christ. 

And The Stew! 

Dinner over by 12:45 p.m., we 
begin preparing for the men’s 
afternoon meal. This consists of 
putting out 16 plates of bread, 
two each for our eight tables, a 
vegetable such as pickles or beets. 
We also serve a dessert of cake or 
applesauce, depending on what 
has come in in donations. This is 
the busiest time of our day as 
food must be on the table, dinner 
plates counted out, tea made, and 
a large pot of stew carried to the 
serving counter by 1:30 p.m. 

By this time there is a line of 
men outside Marian Centre. Denis 
opens the door, seats the men, and 
I serve the stew. 

This usually consists of carrots, 
turnips, potatoes, onions, and 
meat — when we have a supply 
of it. The men generally comment 
on the stew. “That’s good stew 


{the Mystical Body... 





today.” Or, “Who's the cook, give 
her my compliments.” In the six 
months I havé been serving the 
stew I have not heard one com- 
plaint about it. This could be a 
lesson in charity for us all. 


Our Kitchen Rose 

Rose Gagne, our cook, occasion- 
ally makes one of her own desserts 
for the men. A few weeks ago she 
made an egg custard and used 
quite a few eggs. We had received 
a big donation at the time. One 
of the men mistook the dessert 
for an omelet and poured beet 
juice on it. Unfortunately, after 
this he didn’t feel much like eat- 
ing it. The next time Rose made 
an egg custard she made sure it 
wouldn’t be mistaken for an 
omelet by covering it with black- 
berry jam. There are quite a few 
humorous events of this kind 
which occur while serving. 

Most of the men are served din- 
ner by 2:30 in the afternoon when 
we begin to clean the dining room 
again. This time a more thorough 
job is done. The tables and bench- 
es are washed, the floor swept, and 
the dining room floor mopped. 

At 4 p.m. we have a tea break 
which is an opportunity to talk 
to some of the volunteers who 
have come to help us prepare the 
food for the next day’s meals. A 
cup of hot tea and some cookies 
also fortify us for the work to 
follow. 


A Work of Love 

After tea I empty the garbage 
pails, wash them, and clean the 
garbage room. Then the men’s 
bathroom is cleaned. These jobs 
could be looked on as unpleasant, 
but if they are done for the love 
of God and the salvation of souls, 
who knows what grace they bring 
to others! 

After these jobs, the kitchen is 
mopped and our two stairways 
are cleaned. This is completed 
before supper which is at 6 p.m. 

After supper we wash dishes. 
During this time I clean our tea 
urns and do spiritual reading for 
fifteen minutes. Then, as a group, 





we say Compline and the Rosary. 


This is generally completed by 
7:30 p.m. 

The evening period, up to 9:30 
p.m. is taken up with those jobs 
which we couldn’t get to during 
the day. Denis and myself may go 
to Maynard’s farm, about 5 miles 
from the city, to bring back a load 
of clothing we have stored there 
to restock our clothing room. Or 
the garbage cans on our outdoor 
rack may need to be washed out. 
There is always work that needs 
to be done. 

At 9:30 p.m. we have tea and 
cookies with our volunteers, and 
at 10:15 p.m. it’s time to sin 
“Salve Mater” as we close the day. 

From 10:15 p.m. to 11 p.m. we 
read or write letters. At 11, lights 
are out. This is how we spend our 
day in serving Christ in our 
Brothers Christopher and in doing 
the jobs which mean little in the 
eyes of the world but which are 
all-important in the sight of God. 


FOR COLLEGE GIRLS 


By Mary K. Rowland 





- 








Portland, Ore. — We get into 
many and interesting discussions 
here at Stella Maris House. The 


&| agement, 





brotherhood of man... the fath- 
erhood of God... the Liturgy... 

Housing 
Institutes 
. for- 
art | 


problems . . . Secular 
... the Lay Apostolates.. 
eign missions... music... 
. education. One topic that has 
been coming up often lately is 
education for women. 

Girls go to college. Some par- 
ents want their girls to go and 
the girls don’t want to go, or the 
situation may be vice versa. Then 
the big question, “What do they 
get from college? Why DO they 
go?” The answers are manifold. 
The first is usually a husband... 
then an education . . . social pres- 
tige . . . training to earn a living 
. etc., etc. 

Mating Time? 
Going back to the first answer 
— a husband — that most sought 
after degree of “Mrs.” Is_ this 
really the purpose of our colleges? 
A mate-finding club? 

We all realize the true func- 
tion of a school is to educate, to 
help boys and girls realize they 
are made in the image of God, to 
Show forth His goodness, and 
that all'life must be God-centered, 
and that all knowledge is merely 
here to help us-and others know, 
love, and serve God better, so we 
can be with Him eternally! 

Does a degree in English, Math, 
Science, Chemistry, History or 
Business give a girl a rounded out 
education to make a happy pleas- 
ant home? Help her rear her 





children with understanding 
and love? Provide the basic 
knowledge for her ta cope 


with the many situations which 
arise in the course of any mother’s 
day? Help her and her family 
come closer to God and His 
beauty? 
The Wife-To-Be 

I am forced to agree with the 
college students that the present 
courses of study in many schools 
don’t help the girl who is obvious- 
ly going to college to find a hus- 


| problem. For we 


A Definite Step 

I become quite enthused every- 
time I start talking about this 
subject and what has been done 
by this one school. I feel that it 
is a very definite step in the right 
direction. Many of the girls who 
hear about it, wish they could 
have something similar. This is 
not considered a regular, nor a 
special, ‘Home Economics” course 
as it is much broader in scope — 
including the arts and sciences. 

After the usual basic course 
for freshmen the girls are able to 
study cooking, sewing, home man- 
interior decorating, 
child care, with practical exper- 
ience in these fields. 

Several course in psychology, 
social problems, government, 
economics, art, drama, speech, 
music . . . the basic sciences like 
biology, astronomy, anthropology 
... foreign languages, history, 
journalism, etc., and then enough 
hours i n one particular field to 
give her some “occupational com- 
petency” should she ever need 
remunerative work. 

I think the idea is terrific. Es- 
pecially would it be so in our 
Catholic schools with a concur- 
rent growth in religion, scripture, 
philosophy. 

Only one more thing might be 


added — a year abroad, spent 
getting a world vision, and an 
appreciation of other peoples, 


their environments and cultures. 
A wonderful opportunity and a 
realistic approach to a growing 
so need the 
womanly woman... a woman 
who has learned to give and sacri- 
fice — to love — who thinks of 
others and not of herself — who 
can be looked to for the inspira- 
tion and love and guidance to the 
ultimate end of our being — the 
Beatific Vision. 








THE GREATEST GIFT 


By Peggy Clarke 











Now I move into the days of 
years and leave the other time, 
the years of days. 

Now I have slipped the 
sheath of my lesser me 

And climb free into the future. 


last 


Now I hold the reins to spring 
clear over the hills, 

And to taste untrammelled the 
sweetness of the dawn 

In another’s love. 





band. This is going to be her life 
vocation — her home and family 
and the larger family of the com- 
munity. 

Her husband-to-be spends four 
years getting very specialized 
technical training to be an en- 
gineer or chemist or somethin 
(though he too could study the 
humanities with profit). Why 
shouldn’t the future wife spend 
her four years learning the skills 
of home and community living? 

Why not be realistic about this 
problem? Why not devise a course 
just for these girls? Louisiana 
State University is one that has 
done just this. It gives a full four 
year course in “Family and Com- 
munity Living,” designed to meet 
the needs of “Those women who 
wish to prepare themselves for 
homemaking and the duties of 
intelligent participation in com- 
munity affairs instead of in a 
particular academic field.” 

In days gone by a girl learned 
at home much of what she needed 
to know about home making. In 
our modern society this has 
changed quite radically, so Louisi- 
ana State University is filling the 





gap with a B.S. degree. 


What blessed hope recalls in me 
the liberty with which you 
fashioned me! 

What sweetest peace that lets me 
be loved 

And content to leave the lover 
free! 


&|Of all the greatest gifts this, 


Lord, to me is best. 

This surely is the test of woman- 
h em 

To love and leave the lover free, 

That love may pour out to many 

And not become a muddied pool; 

But forever clear, sweet .and 
urgent, 

Fed by Thee, . 

And feeding the human love and 
lover— 

But feeding, too, a thirsty world. 


So, Lord, dearest Lord, 

Of this great gift I leave a legacy 
for history, 

A secret far surpassing learning 
‘as such 

The dearest art of loving well and 
passionately, 

But ever leaving lover free 

To cause the pool of love to flow 
right on : 

Til it comes again to Thee 
through other hearts 








RESTORATION, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA 


Name 


1 Year—$1.00 
Province 


Please enter the following subscription: 














